A SUBJECT

GOING into the country for a week-end
(without the least intention of begin-
ning this page bestially with a
participle), I found that I had left at home
the book which I had intended to review.
Had it been a book of argument, that need not
have been much of a difficulty; for I could
have mentioned the book's name and then
argued with and about everybody else who
had ever dealt with the matter under con-
sideration. But it was a collection of letters,
and you cannot review a collection of letters
without quoting from them, or, at least,
reading them : that is, unless you are cleverer
than I am or more impudent than I dare to be.
The result was that I found myself with
^ nothing to write about."

The situation must be a familiar one to
every routine writer; and I conceive that all
men meet it in the same way. They wish
that they had gone to the Straits Settlements
to plant rubber at Kuala Lumpur or some such
place; or that they had become doctors or
professional soldiers ; or that they had gone
into the Civil Service, or that they had jumped
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